EPIDEMICS — CHOLERA   AND   MALARIA
woman to whom we had given saline is now up and about
—weak beyond words, but alive and doing a little to pre-
pare her husband's food. There are a few new cases, but
most of them have taken our medicine early, and the
majority are doing pretty well.
Soon we went on, at a run to save time, to the next
village, and here was the same story ; the aimless, helpless,
hopeless, drivelling attitude was gone, and everyone was
active, listening more intelligently to our instructions about
the medicines, and helping the cases with greater zeal.
This change in attitude of the whole village life is perhaps
the most amazing thing I have ever seen. I never before
appreciated what a great thing hope is. Faith and charity
we are apt to take for granted as wonderful things; but
"here was the whole life of a community completely changed
from the Hstlessness of despair to activity and intelligence
by hope. They were no longer lonely. The Sahib and his
little band would see them from time to time and help
them. The medicine—yes, it was God's medicine, for it
was the only medicine they had yet seen that could do any-
thing against cholera. (It should be mentioned that the
medicine we used almost entirely in this epidemic was
" Tomb's Mixture," the efficacy of which can best be judged
by this fact: in one village in which we followed up all
cases treated, out of seventy-eight cases personally visited
and provided with Tomb's Mixture within a few hours of
the actual beginning of cholera, only five died. Of fifteen
cases not personally visited but provided with the mixture
by friends, six died. The death-rate of untreated cholera
is 60-80 per cent., and of cholera treated with perman-
ganate plus intravenous saline is 20 per cent.)
After visiting these old friends of ours, we rapidly went
on to make new acquaintances. A whole area was as yet •
unvisited, two miles from the nearest road, and in one
village we knew the deaths had been frightful. We went
along the road for ten miles or so, and stopped at the house
of the local pastor (a real good sort) who was to spend all
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